











































































Dedication of the Year Book 


We wish to dedicate this yearbook to 

H. ASAHEL DAVIS 

to1{en of our genuine appreciation for his willing CO' 
ation in furthering our every interest, and of the 
ctionate regard in which he is held by the members of 
the Class of *29. 







Class Motto 

“Life is What We Make It” 

Class Colors 

Old Rose and Silver 

Class Flower 

Rose 


CLASS SONG ’29 

(Tune: Love's Old Sweet Song) 

Pds, high school pals 
As parting time draws near, 

Ar.d we must sever friendships held so dear. 

One may reach power, 

Another reach life's fame, 

But in our heart we pals will be the same. 

And every pal will hold a precious key, 

. nar will unlock their door of mem'O'ry. 

(Chorus) 

. ii-'O'ries of high school 
A £ School days so dear 

■ its t recollections, bringing school days near 

* . will cherish, always, friendships here begun 

• * ; -emember ever. Pals we have won. 

.—pals—we—have—won. 

. Bad our joys and now it's time to part. 

. > a fondness dwells in every heart. 

:tds the challenge destiny will give, 

-::s the Life of Duty he must live. 

. .-we part our hearts to you belong, 

- : : ur voices in this parting song. 

(Chorus) 

Harriot Camp, Class Poetess. 









ELIZABETH GLOVER ARNOLD 
“Beth'* 


It seems to be Beth’s “suppressed 
-rsire” to call us “bad, naughty girls,” 
tut this favorite phrase of Beth’s doesn’t 
apply to herself or to us either, we are 
jure. It is just her way. Her friend- 
-ais prized by all. Is she studious? 
Veil, sometimes she studies on the 
ay to school when she isn’t pushing 
the old Ford over the hills of Scrabble- 
* wn. This is good exercise for a 
iVicetball forward. Beth says she wants 
be a nurse, don’t roll the patients 
-r.und the way you do the Ford, Beth. 


GEORGE RUSSELL AUSTIN 
“Deacon” 

Class dues—athletic dues—Reflector 
-.reting—class meeting. Is there any- 
r.g you don’t want us for, George? 
■Vhen it comes to a natural born busi- 
-s man. George is right there with 
~ berries. How he can shift scenery, 
-.*:c part in plays, plan parties sing 
THE GLEE CLUB QUARTET, or 
at have you? What more could /you 
ant for a senior class president ? 
Vhatever you do, “Deacon,” it will be 
i.ne right! 


HARRIOT SAGE CAMP 

“Campy” f 

You ask who this lass is with the 
z brown eyes? Why this is Harriot 
amp. She is not a stranger to many, 

. though she did join our class as a 
amor. It seems she became famous 
: r her oral themes. Harriot is a 
-tie-blue friend and an all around good 
- •art—but can she be serious? Oh, yes, 
has some very pensive moods, ask 
t- junior favorite. She has been an 
_ : ve debater and glee club member, 
r hear you have some hteh aims, and 
i you heaps of luck, “Campy.” 




















GLADYS GOULD CASWELL 

Long legs, tall and thin—Gladys Cas- 
- ill. And don’t forget the shorthand 
oks; out late last night, great time, 
'tudying done, of course. Got any ink? 

idys has. she is right there on the 
supplies. No doubt Gladys will he gen¬ 
erous with her fun and her ink at 
Byrant-Stratton next year. 


JOHN RATHBUN ECCLESTON 
*' Johnny”-‘Beanie”-“Abie” 

"Oh, Abiel Where’s your taxi, 
:e?” Johnny is our taxi man; also 
or all-around errand boy. Mr. Bailey 
; have to train a new one next year, 
- no one could dash madly out to his 
02.T and go for mail the way Abie does, 
:hout training. Johnny is a natural 
rn ventriloquist and he sure can fool 
r teachers with his peculiar cackling^ 
i crowings. Go to it. Abie, you'll 
- oke a fortune in this some day. 


PAUL LESTER EMERY 

Rah! Rah! Here comes the pigskin 
the field with him under its arm 
our mistake—that is Paul Emery 
the ball and not the ball with 
_o.. You see now he must be “tres 
Well, he is. but that doesn’t 
-ar. a thing. Paul is right there when 
_ need a downright good sport, and 
-ure makes a perfectly scrumptious 
_ :i. “Lutie” will agree to that, 
we know Paul, your life won’t be 
prickly) as a cactus. Good luck to 
. it Wentworth next year. 











EOXARD EDWIN FIELDER, Jr. 
Fielder is a new member of our 
-s. having joined it last fall. He is 
. ri but doesn’t miss much and sure 
right there when it comes to Science. 

an usually he found fussing around 
:he lab. with some T.N.T. or MN 0 2 
erhaps some FeS. We expect 
.er is going to Heaven some day 
i* wings won t carry him. He will 
• tl far more swiftly than that. May 
“remaining days ” and we hope 
are many, be happy and tuccess- 
i Fielder. 

EMILY LOVINA GARDNER 
What, can’t you do those proposi- 
Well, gang, put your pap. r 
a; . it’s no use.” If Emily can’t do 

- iolid the rest needn’t try for she 
r.c* of our brightest classmates. In 

:he is Salutatorian of the class. 

- is usually very quiet hut ju t 
her get together with our ‘‘gum 
:ng gal who can’t stop laughing” 

. the fun commences. You see just 
.use Emily is smart, she is no book- 
run. She is out for a good time as 
_:h as we dumb ones are. Here’s 
mg you ‘ give a lift” to the needy 
a: R. T. C. E. as much as you have 
r Emily. We’ve appreciated it and 
know they will. 


SUSIE MELISSA GARDNER 

•.‘here did you get those naughty 
- class-mate? Susie is one of the 
commercial students in our class, 
i course has just suited her for she 
sure make a typewriter buzz. What 
you going to do next year Susie ? 
haven’t heard, hut whatever it is 
are certain you will be a success. 




























WALTER ROBINSON HAZARD 
“Kccd"-“\Valt” 

Walt is the “guy” of the happy grin 
and flashing black eyes which give life 
his lazy appearance. We always 
know when ‘ Walt” is bored for he 
rgins to chew paper and starts an 
under-toned conversation. They say 
that he is one reason why girls leave 
home. Well, what girl wouldn’t be 
interested in a four letter man. do to 
,, Keed.” you’re doing .fine; keep it 
up in Boston with Paul. 


MABLE LUZITA HOLMES 

Mable is our traveling classmate, hail¬ 
ing from Cuba and liable to be found 
anywhere between New Bedford and 
Wickford. Wherever your destination, 
Mable we will always be your friends. 
You have gone through school so quietly 
we hardly know you, but they say you 
can’t keep a “light under a bushel” so 
we will expect great things from you. 


AUDREY BERNICE ELIZABETH 
HEARN 
“Bob" 


It is our belief that sweet girls orig¬ 
inate with long names and this is cer¬ 
tainly true with Audrey. Four years 
have taught us just the type of girl 
you are, and you can well be proud. 
Audrey. You have been a faithful 
guard on the basketball team, also. You 
know Audrey’s going to be a nurse—we 
hope we’re your patients. Bye, bye. 
old pal. 






















HELEN MARIE KIEFL 

A little auburn-headed rascal and 
- ways chewing gum. She seems to be 
^shful but isn’t. She tries to keep 
uiet but can’t. If the world trea*s 
>Ielen like she treats the world she’ll be 
lucky girl. Just now Helen is ke p 
:.*r time to the tune of * Ting-a-ling.” 
You’ve started right, pal, go through 
e world with a son^f. 


Rl'TH CATHERINE LAFRENIERE 
“Prut” 

Now if you think Ruth’s fhy and 
rmure you don’t know this girl. For 
: ur years her ‘‘cheveux rouge” has 
ren the pride of the class, and during 
:hat time we hive learned to love the 
real Ruth. Will we forget you? Oh, 
:.o! That is why we hope your life will 
j likf* a fried egg—sunny side up! 
Good luck, ‘ Frut.” 


LLOYD VINCENT MOFFITT 

Just like his brother! Full of fun, 
happy-go-lucky! What does Lloyd care 
if his history isn’t studied? ‘‘Guess I’ll 
get by.” is his motto and he sticks to 
it; never wavering from his schedule of 
getting to school at 9.00 A. M. sharp 
and leaving at 3.30 P. M.—the hours in 
between b“ing the only time he cracks a 
b ok. Well Lloyd, you have done fine 
for your method and we sure wish we 
could be as lucky in studies as you 
are. Your imagination is fine and as a 
debator you can’t be beat. 












RAYMOND EDWARD MOFFITT 
“Razor” 

Short sharp, and sheiky.” Ts that 
r reason we call him “Razor”? VVhat- 
• rr his name signifies we know him to 
full of fun and a great sport. Razor 
the little high-school hero on our 
ball team. We are not going to 
.try how Raymond will get through 
> world for we are certain he will 
ays be a ‘wow” in everything he 
i.rtai.es. Mark our word! 


MARY 


ELEANOR PIERCE 
“Tiny” 


. Cool, calm and un-collected—that is 
i.inv.” However she always has her 
hool work comple e and plenty of time 
r basketball, how she does it. we do 
* t know. We are certain the ho> 
tal will greet her well next year. Her 
cation has been well chosen. Hos- 
.tal 3 and sick people need just such 
appy workers as our “Tiny.” 


HELEN URSULA PIERCE 
" Hup” 

Crash! Bang! “Well, I just can’t do 
tho e French verbs!” Yes! from the 
>unds drifting up the stairway Htl n 
i:as arrived. She is the “Gal” who 
i eeps the tea hers on edge with hf r 
original laughs and snickers. Can Helen 
get angry playing basketball—well. I 
cuess. But what will N. K. do with¬ 
out you next year, old pal? 



















BESSIE LYDTA POTTER 
“Bessemer" 

Bessie possesses one of the best 
rr.titic minds in the senior class; she’s 
.there when it comes to Science, 
irticularly parties and frankfnrt 
is:s. Oh yes! She always rates a 
A’s and B s on occasional report 
..-is. too. If you get into a scrape, 
call on Bessie; she specializes in 
ing people out of them even if she 
i ring-leader. Now. just how can 
~ do without you, Bessie? Next year 
I. State will claim Bessie as one of 
; coeds. 


HELEN ALMIRA PIPER 

“Piper" 

'Class dues are due, folks!” It must 
the first of the month for we hear a 
.rr.iliar cry and ‘ by her cry ye shall 
.v her.” This is the class treasurer, 
- en. Helen is just the girl for this 
for she can strike fear in the 
-rts of any of us and we feel sure 
carries a hazel stick or some sort 
: divining rod with her for she always 
-tects 15c; even when it is in the 
.rkest corner of our pockets. But 
rsiness aside, Helen takes off her 
- rious air and is an all round good 
rt. Wheaton is claiming her next year, 
lay your four years there be as happy 
those here have been, “Piper.” 


WILLIAM STENSON RIGNEY 
,i Toppcr"-“Sten ,, ‘ Rig’’-“Riggic" 
*‘Sten ” the senior vice-president, the 
-mior sheik featuring in football, base- 
-11 and. captain of the basketball team; 

»vever his favorite indoor sport is— 
tudying! He has dramatic talents and 
-es them in classes as well as plays. 
Next year he is entering college, good 
uck, “Sten.” 




















MARTIIA JANE SEABURY 
“Marty” 

■‘Miss Seabury, please leave the room 
_til you can control yourself.” Our 
t.le giggling Senior is at it again. 
Marty' is never found without a b.oad 
crin on her face unless it is on vhe 
^sketball court or when she has her 
ttures taken. She sure is a happy- 
. -lucky-girl and we all know this go».s 
- long way towards success. Take your 
crin and giggles to Wheaton with y»u, 
Marty.” 


LUCIA MARLAND STEERK 
“Lutic” 

“Acting” is Lucia’s favorite sport 
hether it be on the basketball court 
_ 'If course or rostrum. She is ‘‘acting * 
Valedictorian now and has the leading 
;art in the Senior play. We cant 
understand how Lucia finds time for all 
this but she seems to have no trouble 
at all and occasionally she has a snappy 
trick to play on us; but it’s all in fun. 
We hear it is Wellesley next year for 
Lucia, but she only says ‘ I’m glad you 
think so.” Well, we do, and wish you 
. ts of luck, Lutie. 


LOTTIE ADELLA SHERMAN 

Lottie is a speed breaker, and we 
mean with the typewriter! How she 
can type. Who would ever think she 
w a; one of those slow-moving yet care¬ 
taking girls w-ho are so rare in the 
Senior class. We hope you never 
change, though I^ottie, for you’re one 
of those girls that men won t forget.” 

* 





















CLASS HISTORY ’29 


On a clear, cool September morn in 1924, North Kings' 
town High School opened its doors to the largest entering 
class it had ever had. At first, we were timid and shy, 
but as the weeks rolled by, we began to overcome our 
shyness and were ready for fun whenever opportunity 
permitted. 

Our first year was filled with many new experiences 
such as the midyear examinations and Freshman Recep' 
tion. After our first report cards came out, our class was 
well represented on the honor roll. One of our class 
members, Evelyn Emond, was given a part in the Senior 
Play and Martha Seabury was the only Freshman girl to 
act as a substitute on the Girls' Basketball team. Every 
year there was a prize offered to a member of the Fresh' 
man Class for the highest average in Ancient History and 
Lucia Steere was awarded the prize. 

The next year when we came back our class had lost a 
few members but had acquired a new member from West 
Warwick High School. Elizabeth Arnold has proven 
to be a great favorite within our school. At our first 
class meeting we elected our class officers. Raymond 
Moffitt was elected President; John Eccieston, Vice'Presi' 
dent; Gladys Caswell, Secretary, and George Austin, 
Treasurer. During our Freshman year we had experienced 
many of the hardships and also the good times of high 
school days, and now that we were Sophomores, we 
enjoyed doing our bit toward the discomfort of the poor 
Freshman class. In the first part of the term we gave our 
Sophomore Party, and we had many good times, both 
practicing and giving our play “At the Photographer's." 
We will never forget those members taking part, espe' 
dally Bessie Potter as a mother of twins, the twins being 
Emily Gardner and George Austin. There was a stylish 
youg miss who wasn't quite sure which pose best fitted 
her and this happened to be Lucia Steere. John Eccieston, 
a farmer, and Audrey Hearn, his wife^risited the pho' 
tographer's with their children, and the petr photographer, 
Stenson Rigney, had a trying day in satisfying all his cus' 
tomers' wants. 






We enjoyed our classes that year, especially Sophomore 
English and although many good times were had during 
that period we learned our American Literature from A 
to Z. The athletes of the class our Sophomore year were 
Mary Pierce, Lucia Steere, Helen Pierce, Martha Seabury 
and one boy—Stenson Rigney. At the graduation exer- 
cises prises were awarded lor essays to Helen Piper, Lucia 
Steere and Hayward Bliss. 

The Fall of '27 we came back to school as upper class 
members. We had a new face in our class room which 
proved later to be full of life and fun and capable of 
doing many things. We are glad that Harriot Camp came 
to our school and is in our class. Our class officers, our 
Junior year were Raymond Moffitt, President; John Eccles- 
ton, Vice-President, Benjamin Smith, Secretary, and 
George Austin, Treasurer. George Austin was also 
Treasurer of the Athletic Association and showed great 
ability in collecting money. We received our class rings 
and were the first class in N. K. H. S. to get class rings in 
the Junior year. George Austin was the only member of 
the Junior class to take part in the Senior Play. We 
enjoyed our classes this year, especially English with Miss 
Sutherland, who was liked by all. The athletes of our 
class had shown great improvement, both the girls and the 
boys. Those receiving letters were: Girls—Helen Pierce, 
Martha Seabury, Lucia Steere, Mary Pierce and Audrey 
Hearn; and boys—Stenson Rigney and Raymond Moffitt 
In June our class gave the Junior Prom and many new 
dancers were seen on the floor that night. Then came 
vacation and we left school with the thought of return' 
ing the next year for the last time. 

Last Fall we came back to North Kingstown High School 
for our last year of High School training. We had all 
looked forward to our Senior year and now it was here 
and going swiftly. There were three new members added 
to our class—Walter Hazard, who had been with us 
before; Paul Emery, from Warwick High School, a great 
football star, and Leonard Fielder, of the Class of '28, who 
came back to finish his schooling with the Class of '29. 
Our class officers were elected at the beginning of the year: 
George Austin, President; Stenson Rigney, Vice-President;^ 
Helen Piper, Treasurer, and Lottie Sherman, Secretary. 







Our class flower was chosen — a rose, and our motto: “Life 
is what we make it.” The class colors were rose and 
silver. 

Our class has taken a very active part in the school 
activities and showed ability in many undertakings. Seven 
of our members were on the Reflector staff: George 
Austin, Editor-in-Chief; Martha Seabury, Sports Editor; 
Lucia Steere, Alumni Editor; Harriot Camp and John 
Eccleston, Joke Editors; Helen Piper and Elizabeth Arnold, 
Senior reporters. 

The Senior Play was given in May with an all Senior 
Class cast. The name of the play was “Mrs. Temple's 
Telegram" and those taking part were Lucia Steere, Eliza- 
beth Arnold, Martha Seabury, Bessie Potter, George 
Austin, Stenson Rigney, Leonard Fielder, Walter Hazard 
and Raymond Moffitt. 

Honor parts were given out in assembly one Friday 
afternoon, at the close of the winter term, the valedictory 
going to Lucia Steere and the salutatory to Emily Gardner. 
Our class day speakers were chosen at a class meeting held 
in the Senior room. There were: “Class Prophet," Lucia 
Steere; “Class Lawyer," Elizabeth Arnold; “Class Poet," 
Harriot Camp and the “Class Historian," Lottie Sherman. 

Letters were awarded to the following girls in basketball: 
Martha Seabury, Mary Pierce, Helen Pierce, Audrey 
Hearn and Elizabeth Arnold, while Helen Piper was given 
permission to wear her class numbers. The boys receiving 
letters in basketball were Stenson Rigney, Walter Hazard 
and Raymond Moffitt, while Paul Emery, John Eccleston, 
Rigney and Moffltt received their letters for football. 

And now as our school year comes to a close, so does 
our class history. As we look back over those four years, 
we think of the many good times we have had. We shall 
never forget our teachers and their faithful services to us 
and may we, when out on life's road, facing problems of 
great difficulty, look back to our good old high school 
days and be comforted by those memories. May our motto, 
“Life is what we make it,” always be our slogan when 
out upon life's rough pathway. 

Lottie Sherman, Class Historic ^ 








CLASS PROPHECY 


Wickford on a day in June! What could bring more 
memories! Dear old town where we spend so many tire' 
some days—the town didn't seem so dear then! But one 
would hardly know the place. I landed my plane at 
Quonset Point and planned to park it there for the day, 
in hopes of renewing a few old acquaintances. I was 
astonished at the extent of the activity of North Kings' 
town's airport. The traffic was outrageous and quite by 
accident the left wing of my plane was a bit damaged. 1 
glanced up above to give the offending operator a piece 
of my mind. “May I ask what you intended to—my 
‘Lord and Taylor’ I might have known it would be you, 
Paul Emery, you can't drive an airplane any better than 
you could an automobile! But how are you and wlwt 
are you doing here and all the other sort of questions one 
should ask.’’ Paul, it seems, was running a transportation 
line between Quonset and Artie—Paul always did like 
Artie or was it Centerville. 

I would loved to have stayed and gossiped with Paul 
but circumstances alter cases, so I made my way to the 
street—and oh yes, they were real paved streets, sidewalks 
and all—and hailed a taxi on the side of which were 
painted the words—“Hire a Hearn and Hop the town for 
35 cents.’’ Was my old friend Audrey running a taxi 
service and indeed a very flourishing one, and attracting 
the public with a bit of alliteration of which we learned 
so much as Seniors? I asked the driver if my surmise was 
correct and she replied that it was. It seems that Audrey, 
having had so much driving experience with old rickety 
Fords on old rickety roads had decided to commercialize 
her talents and thus was running a fleet of 100 cars, all 
driven by the fair sex. I told the driver to take me to 
Miss Hearn’s office, where to my surprise I discovered 
Susie Gardner interviewing a few tardy employees—you 
would never have known Susie, she wore the uniform of 
a police woman and certainly the manner. 

Audrey was in conference with Walter Hazard, one of 
the most successful as well as famous efficiency experts of 
the day. Audrey later confided to me that hia*idvice cost 







more than the taxis would bring in a week, but he advised 
an extensive advertising campaign. I entered just in time 
to hear the details. “Laughs win the public," said Walt, 
"now what you want is an ad with a laugh. You remem' 
ber Abie Eccleston, our old classmate—well, he is one of 
the cleverest cartoonists that's found in New York today— 
he has absolutely put Fontain Fox out of business with his 
comic strips and animated cartoons. He’s your best bet— 
your business will double," etc. I could control myself no 
longer—I said "when I look into your honest hazel eyes, 
Mr. Brown—" they both turned around. They didn’t seem 
very different. Audrey had cut her hair again and Walter 
was losing a bit of his around the temples. 

Audrey said that she was glad I had come back to 
Wickford for its sesquicentennial, for lots of my old 
friends were in town. The majority were putting up at 
the Wickford House, proprietress Ruth Lafreniere—quiet, 
demure Ruth had made a marvelous success in hotel man' 
agement. I dashed over there and encountered Beth 
Arnold, Marty Seabury and Helen Piper just praying for 
a fourth at bridge. But we didn’t play much bridge—you 
can bet that we merely did plenty of talking—that 
seems to be quite a habit of women! 

Beth was all agog over the very recent announcement 
of her engagement to none other than Raymond Moffitt 
—by the way, nearly everybody knows about Razor's sue' 
cess—he pitches for the Yankees at the small salary of 
fifty thousand a year. I congratulated them with the 
utmost heartiness and wished them many happy returns 
of the day—or whatever one does wish under such cir- 
cumstances. 

However, Martv was not so tickled about the matter, 
as she was endeavoring to find a successor to Bee, for 
together they had established and conducted one of the 
most popular summer camps in existence on the shores 
just below Saunderstown. Marty, having been both mar' 
ried and divorced—and thus at present a confirmed man' 
hater, was not much in sympathy with the happy Beth, 
so I left them to argue among themselves while Helen 
Piper told me of the most amazing adventures and expe* 
riences of her last trip to the Fijie Islands. While 




endeavoring to save the souls of those proverbial “shim' 
miers” she was captured and only escaped being eaten 
because they thought her really supernatural when she 
began to prove that the volume of a sphere equals 4/3 
pie r Cubed. 

Together we went to the grounds of the exposition. 
Posted on the grounds were many pictures of a familiar 
face—“Vote for Lloyd Moffitt for District Attorney"— 
well, I certainly would—for who could be a better lawyer 
than my old lriend and classmate Lloyd. The place was 
crowded. Masses of people moved in and out of enormous 
temporary buildings erected for the affair. I had never ® 
seen so many people in Wickford at one time before in my 
life. The first buildings we entered were designated as 
the Health Department. Inside stood Harriot Camp 
demonstrating practical bandaging and first aid helps to 
unfortunate surface travelers—the increase of air travel 
having greatly endangered the lives of earth dwellers by 
their Irequent falling. I simply couldn't resist speaking to 
Harriot and she told me that after training she had taken 
up lecture work, having always liked public speaking in 
her Senior English Class. She also told me another class' 
mate was in the same building. I hastened on until I 
came to a sign which said, “Care of Mentally Deficient." 

I recognized a smiling determined face—none other than 
Mary Pierce, the foremost specialist, in the art of caring 
for the unbalanced in the United States. How lucky I 
was to be seeing all these old classmates—I had no sooner 
said this to Mary when she said “you ain’t seen nothin’ 
yet." Just glance into the auditorium, there’s a special 
speaker for this afternoon. 

The suspense was terrible, but at last who should come 
on the stage but Leonard Fielder, president of the 
Chamber of Commerce of North Kingstown—another of 
our classmates. He calmly addressed the vast audience and 
made the startling announcement that the Silver Tongued 
Orator had honored Wickford with his presence and they 
should presently hear a few words from this renowned 
speaker. Out on the platform in a most deliberate manner 
stepped a vaguely familiar figure in a frock'coat and carry' 
ing in his hand a tall silk hat. He faced us and opened 







his mouth—a flow of the most beautiful, or perhaps I 
should say suave language issued from his lips. Oh how 
could I torget it—George R. Austin, himself, the most 
popular orator of the day. My how he talked—he seemed 
all wrapt up in his subject, which was ‘'North Kingstown’s 
Past.” Ol course it was more than interesting to me for 
he mentioned so many old names that never could be 
erased from my memory. The way he talked anyone 
would have thought that the Wickford we knew was 
the most attractive spot on earth, the way he bragged 
about the beautiful cove—he seemed to have forgotten the 
vile smell which used to assail our nostrils at low tide. 
But the way George talked you would have believed any' 
thing at all, he even got away with a tale of how far 
ahead our high school was of the times, I really couldn't 
swallow that—but only George could throw that sort of 
line without a snicker. 

He spoke of the girls' basketball team, the great unde' 
veloped as well as unappreciated possibilities which it held 
—the present team through the untiring efforts of the most 
able coach, who he was proud to say was one of his class' 
mates, one'Miss Helen Ursula Pierce, has won the cham' 
pionship of the Atlantic States. Miss Pierce was staging 
a game for the entertainment of the crowd, which he 
hoped we all would attend. Again my heart missed a 
beat, dear old Helen had gone back and was doing for 
N. K. the very nicest thing she could do—putting the 
girls' basketball team on the map! 

After witnessing the best basketball game that I had 
ever seen I returned to the Wickford House for dinner. 
Before entering the dining room I thought I would glance 
at the register and see if my good fortune could continue, 
although it seemed almost impossible, when two inseparable 
names caught my eye. They were Miss Emily Gardner 
and Miss Helen Keifl. It wasn’t long before I spied them, 
Emily, the very intelligent, and Helen, the petite. Imme' 
diately they began to tell me of their troubles. 

Emily, it seemed, was of course teaching and spending 
her summer in studying for her Ph.D., while Helen played 
around and made just oodles of perfectly good money 
writing ads for chewing gum manufacturers—with Emily's 






help. Now Helen thought that because she made the 
money, Emily should stop studying, and Emily argued that 
Helen wouldn’t be able to get it if it weren’t for her 
brains—that much was enough for me, I hurriedly got 
away and left them to fight it out between themselves. 

The dinner was delicious and I turned to make a 
friendly comment on it to my right hand neighbor; she 
really did look very familiar but I couldn’t place her, try 
as I would I couldn’t remember that face. But when she 
spoke in a small little weak voice, it seemed as though I 
almost heard “Speak a little louder, please, Miss Caswell, 
we can’t hear you.’’ Gladys was just as thin as ever, per' 
haps a bit thinner if that could be. She told me that she 
had started in a business but found herself more interested 
in the farm, so she had secured a position in the Farm 
Bureau and was doing home demonstration work for the 
poor farmers’ wives, giving a special course in dietetics. 
She also told me to my great astonishment that our old 
friend Lottie Adella Sherman was secretary to the presi' 
dent of the United States. Little Lottie telling the presi' 
dent what to do, and how to do it! Remember how Lottie 
used to outline the Duties of the Executive Power, for 
Mr. Dodge in American History. 

After dinner once more we went to the fair grounds; 
this time to the big entertainment of the evening. On the 
way there I passed a peculiar looking store, on the door 
was the sign “Rigney’s.’’ My, it was too much—was I to 
find out about everybody? It didn’t take me long to find 
out about Stenson, more signs told all. “Take Advantage 
of the Most Modern of all Inventions—Mechanical Hair' 
cut Not Touched by the Human Hand—Stenson Rigney, 
Inventor and Proprietor, assisted by Miss Mabel Homes, 
appointments for ladies.’’ 

I began to try to think back and figure out how many 
of the class I had seen—there was only one dear face I 
had missed. My day would be complete if I were only 
to catch a glimpse of this one. All of a sudden I saw it— 
in big headlines! See, Hear and Feel Mile. Bettie Pottiere, 
in the 'most astounding theatrical production of the ages. 
Old Bess Potjer on the stage, my, the thought actually 










slayed me. This evening I was to be entertained by one 
who had entertained me so often in times past. Bessie 
was perfectly marvelous in the part, everyone positively 
howeled with uproarious laughter. Never had I seen a 
better actress. 

I couldn't stand it a minute longer—with a shout I 
jumped from my seat and yelled as loud as I possibly 
could, “Please, please, if there are more members of the 
Class of 1929 present, won't they stand up?" In an 
instant everybody that I have mentioned were on their 
feet. We all gathered together and to the amusement 
of all others present we sang most very lustily, even Bessie 
joining in, “Hail, Hail, the Gang's All Here.'' 

Lucia M. Steere, 

Class Prophet. 




CLASS WILL 


We, the members of the Senior Class of N. K. H. S., 
being of lawful age, sound and disposing mind and mem' 
ory, hereby make, publish and declare this instrument as 
and for our last will and testament, hereby revoking all 
other and former wills by us at any time made. 

First—We devise and bequeath to the present Junior 
Class the right to become Seniors. 

Second—We devise and bequeath to Ruth Joslin, of the 
Freshman Class, a package of hair pins. With this goes 
our sincere hope that she will use them. 

Third—We devise and bequeath to our Superintendent, 
Mr. Bailey, a uniformed corps of errand boys who will not 
wear out. 

Fourth—We devise and bequeath to Harold Seavey, of 
the Junior Class, someone to take the place of Harriot. 

Fifth—We devise and bequeath to Mr. Dodge a class 
in American'History who will faithfully pay attention and 
behave as model students. 

Sixth—We devise and bequeath to Jimmy Nicholson the 
right to become a Senior, providing he puts in four years 
of hard studying. 

Seventh—We devise and bequeath to Mr. Dunlop a 
package of starch. We feel that it might do some good if 
applied to the brim of his hat. 

Eighth—We devise and bequeath to the Boys’ Quartet 
a first bass to take the place of George Austin. 

Ninth—We devise and bequeath to the Freshman girl's 
baseball team the privilege to play a few games, providing 
they pay due attention to the Seniors. 

Tenth—We devise and bequeath to Mr. Pratt bigger 
and better athletes. 

Eleventh—We devise and bequeath to Mr. Davis, Life 
Membership in the Better Babies’ Bureau. 

Twelfth—We devise and bequeath to Alden Gardiner, 
a pair of winged sandals. 

Thirteenth—We devise and bequeath to Frank Romano 
a new list of girls, in case he is tired of his present cob 
lection. 

Fourteenth—We devise and bequeath to “Junie" and 
“Jessie" the right to have a private baseball team. 












Fifteenth—We devise and bequeath to Mr. Bailey a 
bigger and better Willys'Knight. 

Sixteenth—We devise and bequeath to Hanson and 
Aldrich the right to graduate. 

Seventeenth—We devise and bequeath to William 
Stenson Rigney a tent. We advise him to pitch it in 
the desert and be a real sheik. 

Eighteenth—We devise and bequeath to Gladys Cas* 
well a megaphone. We feel that her future classmates at 
B. & S. might like to hear her voice. 

Nineteenth—We devise and bequeath to Raymond 
Moffitt a bed. Ray always sleeps the fifth period; we 
would like to give him a real rest. 

Twentieth—We devise and bequeath to John Eccleston 
a monkey. Abie was very fond of Lucia’s. 

Twenty'lirst—We devise and bequeath to Mary E. 
Pierce a traveling bag to use on her travels as a nurse. 

Twenty'second—We devise and bequeath to Bessie 
Potter a clock, with a loud alarm. Bessie always gets to 
school around 7.00; this clock will remind her that school 
begins at 9.00. 

Twenty'third—We devise and bequeath to Helen A. 
Piper a map of New Hampshire. Helen has quite a time 
getting along with Mr. Dodge—this map might help. 

Twenty'fourth—We devise and bequeath to Audrey 
Hearn an air cushion. Audrey drives an old Ford over a 
bumpy road—draw your own conclusions as to the neces' 
sity for the cushion. 

Twenty'fifth—We devise and bequeath to Martha Jane 
Seabury a muffler. We do this to protect Wheaton from 
an unexpected outburst of explosive giggles. 

Twenty'sixth—We devise and bequeath to Walter 
Hazard a contract to design the new high school. Walter 
will probably be ready by the time a new school is needed. 

Twenty'seventh— Vfce devise and bequeath to Harriot 
Camp a picture of Harold, so she won’t be lost next year 
without him. 




Twenty'eighth—We devise and bequeath to Susie 
Gardiner a man. Susie will never be lonesome now. 

Twenty'ninth—We devise and bequeath to Paul Emery 
a tube of Colgate’s tooth paste. Paul will certainly pass 
the smile test now. 

Thirtieth—We devise and bequeath to Lucia Steere a 
package of Wrigley’s gum. We hope that this will keep 
a certain classmate ever in your memory. 

Thirty'first—We devise and bequeath to George Austin 
a permit to “manage” the future affairs of N. K. H. S. 
George did pretty well with us this year. 

Thirty'second—We devise and bequeath to Leonard 
Fielder a pair of stilts. He can come up in the world and 
be seen among the other tall Seniors now. 

Thirty'third—We devise and bequeath to Mable 
Holmes a pair of scissors. Mable must cut out those late 
nights. 

ThirtyTourth—We devise and bequeath to Helen 
Kiefl a permit to eat and chew as much as she likes in her 
various classes. 

Thirty'fifth-—We devise and bequeath to Lloyd Moffitt 
a position in Congress. Loyd is a keen student of Civil 
Government, and a remarkable debator. 

Thirty'sixth—We devise and bequeath to Lottie Sher* 
man the privilege of being “Somebody’s Stenog.” 

Thirty'seventh—We devise and bequeath to Emily 
Gardner a failure slip. As she has never had one, she 
might enjoy seeing what they look like. 

r T'hirty'eighth—We devise and bequeath to Ruth 
Lafreniere a permit to make herself heard in History class. 
Her noisy neighbors—Helen and Harriot—drown her out. 

Thirty-ninth—We devise and bequeath to Helen 
Pierce a book entitled “French Verbs—Made Easy.” 
Helen and French simply don't go. 

In testimony whereof, the Class of 1929 has hereunto 
set its hand and seal by its class lawyer, hereunto duly 
authorized this day of June the 13th, A. D. 1929. 

By 

Elizabeth Arnold, 

Class Lawyer. 
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